22                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
package with him, kissed me good-bye and went away. He must be frightened now....My Good Jesus/* she whispered. Quiet tears streamed down her cheeks.
By five-ten, the entire city of Warsaw was ablaze with gunfire. Back in the Red Cross station, I moved about quietly, checking the two small sterilizers, the shelf with medicines, the blanks for the registration of the wounded to come. I brought down Voytek's red roses and put them on my desk
The door squeaked feebly behind my back. I turned around A woman stood in the door. She was about fifty and dressed in a nurse's apron Her eyes were rimmed in red, the eyelids swollen from tears.
"Can you use me?" she asked. "I can only work part time I have to take care of my mother She is eighty-four But I can come in the evenings I am a Red Cross nurse, a surgical nurse. I nursed in 1914,1 nursed in 1921 and in 1939 Perhaps I can be of help now? My son is with the Home Army. I don't know what sector he's assigned to. My daughter is at the other end of town, in Mokotow. I can't get to her She's expecting her first baby within a week Her husband's with the Home Army, too. Won't you let me work with you? My name is Zofia Chosudolska w
Just when I wanted to talk with the woman, an order came through to report to our units fighting at the power station. I slung my first-aid kit over my shoulder and rushed off with Aniela, leaving Zofia behind at the Red Cross post
As we entered the courtyard of the main power station, we found many of our men lying there wounded, cursing their bad luck. The worst cases were despatched at once to the Ursuhne Sisters' Hospital on Tainka Street or to the hospital on Smuhkowski Street run by the wonderfully efficient Dr. Zakubiek The stretcher-bearers